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GREETING EMIL READERS! 
“There comes a time when the 
winds of change start to blow 
and the earth shakes out of 
control...” 

| think Bob Dylan wrote that 
and with even a slight glance 
at the evening news proves 
this to be yet true, | believe 
even more than it did way 
back then. 

Sometimes, the world seems 
to have gone mad and luckily 
for Emil...he is at home! 


A month ago, Emil approached us about going to Kiev. 
Why Kiev? It was commonly assumed here (at WWWG) 
that it must be for the chicken and more so, the bootleg, 
homebrewed, bathtub vodka that Emil was always praising 
next to North Carolina’s finest moonshine whiskey as one 
of the greatest achievement of man. 

At first, there was the cost of such a trip, the endless 
paperwork needed for a visa and the fact that the country 
is still at war but, the fact that Emil might go blind drinking 
homemade vodka, this won over even Emil’s harshest 
critic (Mister Charles...WWWG’s primo accountant), how 
was | to say “NO!” and | didn’t. 

So here is the end result...we hope that you will not ask 
for a refund! 

Seine Lagone 


“So you want to be a 
gangster, huh?” 

The waitress said with a 
stern, solid stares that one 
sees right before the start 
of a serious street fight and 
it threw me off balance. 
“Lam a terrible tipper” 

| thought and it is true that 
| am cheap but, it is not by 
nature but out of economic 
necessity due to the sad 
fact that on the meager 


advance that WWWG gives me, it comes down to paying 
the dinner bill or giving in to the better angels of my 
nature and leaving a most generous tip. 

“So you want to be a gangster, huh?” 

She said again with less a sense of patience than she had 
the first time and | was still at a lost on how to answer 
her question, was it an offer, a local form of an after- 
dinner invitation, it was still a rather random and odd 
sort of offer that was unknown to me. 

Was it a code? 

Or was it merely an observation. 

With so many different options, | frozen and was 
seriously lost for anything that might be even a very 


reasonable response other than... 

“Uhh???” 

That was the only possible answer that | could quickly 
raise out of my current state of drunken confusion, from 
a mind quite late into the curve of a powerful bender 
that | had started much earlier in the day. 

“Kiev was always full of gangsters!” 

From early, ancient times, It's seems to have been a 
vital part of its very cultural heritage of the nation. 

Not that it was a such a bad thing, it seemed to be a 
proper methodology of survival and a reasonable 
solution for a people so often overwhelmed by being 
overrun by marauding armies dating back to before the 
Mongols showed up and tried to strip the locals of their 
title deed to the Steppes. 

In fact, Australia was founded by thousands of debtor 
prisoners. England had solved its poverty and crime 
problems in a brilliant immigration solution by putting 
all of their undesirables, their misfits and slugs on a 
one-way voyage off to the new lands of Australia and 
today, no one thinks bad of them Australians...do they? 
Well some say that the natives might? 

At least, this is what | had been told by most of the 
people that | talked to before | actually got on the plane 
including a Australian or two and by following all of the 
news, in recent months, leading up to this trip. 


Knowledge about the recent revolution and most of 
what | had learned from my research had made a 
convincing case for this deep association between 
gangsters, the Russian Mafia and how important they 
were in getting anything done in present day Kiev. 

For the most part, buried not too deeply...it dripped 
from almost every page, after reading all of these 
volumes of the most recent data available, it would be 
hard to assume otherwise and it might led any honest 
soul to belief that Kiev was almost, totally, populated (in 
these later days since the revolution) by a whole new 
generation of gangsters and local, street thugs who 
much preferred the niceties of hiding their true 
associations behind fancy titles like local paramilitary 
commanders and some of the more numerous, lower 
level, foot-soldiers fancied the title of local 
neighborhood warlords (too much Spiderman when they 
were young, | guess?). 

My view of all this was gauged by the realities of my 
earlier days back in South-East Chicago and then later, 
hanging about in the old neighborhoods of East St. Louis; 
these guys, regardless of the fancy titles, they were still a 
bunch of simple small-time, low rent, gangsters with the 
not so rare exception of an occasionally corrupt, former 
bureaucratic official seemingly left over of the decayed 
and defeated Soviet System that once was the 
foundation of the true, hardcore, Kievian Mafia. 


| give these guys and an occasional gal (as Ukraine has a 
long tradition of strong women and in the average home 
they rule supreme) much credit for their street smarts by 
how very quick they were to sniff out, to quickly spot an 
opportunity to convert their assembled underworld 
might into much more profitable venue dealing with the 
new, revolutionary powers here in the capital and the 
venue of a continual, phony war out on the frontier. 

The waitress grew bored of my confused stare and 
turned away and headed for the next table as she saw 
me as an hopeless case except to target me to get rolled 
by her (l am sure) waiting partner(s) when and if | was 
stupid enough to seek fresh air and left the bar for a 
stroll along the night-time boulevard. 

What she meant by her phrase is now lost to the fog of 
the night and the quality of the cheap vodka (but 
excellent) that | had spent so many hours indulging in 
and luckily, since the bar was in my hotel, | can only 
speculate as to what would have been waiting for me 
out there on the boulevard. 

| should say that these days, in full disclosure, Kiev is a 
much safer town than it was back in the days right after 
the revolution and in the time the new government was 
gearing up towards what they envisioned (at the time) to 
be the coming cage-match-to-the-death struggle with 
the mighty Russian Bear. 


Those were scary times as anyone with a lick of sense 
knew (except USA Senators like John McCain) that if the 
Russians really wanted Ukraine, they could phone it in 
and like the old man use to Say... 

“There would be two hits...| hit you and you hit the 
floor!” 

Again...why was McCain there? 

| remember him addressing the massive crowds in the 
revolutionary squares, personally offering up modern 
military equipment and was often overheard to be 
promising anyone who would listen, that he was ready to 
serve up the cream of America’s brave military lads to 
fight in the sure to be coming fight to the death with the 
approaching Russian Hordes. 

Luckily for us all, the Ruskies proved McCain and all 
those other old war dogs wrong and deprived them of 
their last chance for glory and to die in a fiery, lost fight 
for their legacy...a true hero’s death...much in the same 
way that, | believe, that the Abraham Lincoln Brigade 
must have thought back in the Spanish Civil 
War...although, it didn’t work out that way and by the 
1950’s, they were hounded and driven out of society as 
commies in the Red Scare of Senator Joseph McCarthy. 
Seems that the Russians were too smart to pull an Iraq, 
an Afghanistan or even to try a Panama and left the 
McCains of the world lost to die in their own beds of old 
age...areal soldier’s worse nightmare. 


“A coward’s death!” 

Or at least that is what | have been told. 

They seem to have merely wanted access to their 
previous military bases on the shores of the Black Sea 
and retrieve the fashionable, vacation homes (dachas) 
that populated the beach fronts of the Black Sea that 
Czars and Commissars alike, that they had so enjoyed for 
hundreds of years of Russian ownership. 

Stalin had a summer home here. 

| get it...who wouldn’t? 

To leave this treasured vacation land in the hands of 
Ukraine was like America not seizing the Rocky Point 
Beaches from Mexico... 

Same situation and the same ownership dilemmas, 
except the Russians had the nerve to take back their 
beach front properties, real estate investments and land 
deeds, where America was not... 

For that alone...| respect them! 

Not going to say that out loud or even write it in any 
telex that | send from here...as | do enjoy life and have 
no reason to want to spend any time with any of the 
others who disappeared...as my old friend from New 
Orleans might caution... 

“No need to make yourself gator bait...!” 

Not for Ukraine, Russia or any other place for that matter 
either...| would rather move along than to fight and die... 


It is beyond me, the personal attachment that one can 
get for a certain piece of earth (and | do respect that) 
and why any piece of real estate would be worth dying 
for. 

Never have | felt that kind of attachment(s). 

Maybe, it was that | grew up in a mobile, transient world 
were nothing lasted for more than a short time and 
nothing was retained. 

Never had the sense of belonging to anyone or any 
place. 

Then again, | was truly raised by wolves! 
Communicating here is complicated as these days, the 
locals all seem to be mixing-and-matching, freely using 
both Russian and Ukrainian, all in the same sentence. 

It is almost a new language! 

The younger people although well-schooled in Russian 
refuse to converse in anything but the mother tongue 
and such are the confused conversations that erupt all 
about me, causing me a headache and giving me yet, 
another reason to stay here and drink...since, it is not on 
my dime, as the hotel has a very liberal tradition of 
charging any dining bill to my room if you order food 
with your beverage(s)— which WWWG is responsible 
for... 

“Please leave the bottle and can | have some fries 
(French) with that and please charge that to my room...” 
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there might be some old, 
long abandoned post cards 
in one of the many gift 
shops in and around the 
airport. 

Never dawned on me to 
ask why he was making 
such a rather odd request 


other than to tempt me to pull out my camera, take a 
few shots and from the stares from the combat- 
equipped troopers that patrolled the isles and 
breezeways of the old airport, | didn't really dare taking 
photos of the airport and the area. 

Thinking back on the whole request made me feel a little 
uneasy, truly, | was a little nervous about the whole 
situation at the airport, maybe, because of all of my old 
Soviet connections. 

What better way to get back at me than to drop a dime 
in some random telex to airport security about some 
strange-looking, Pro-Ruskie photographer... 

“Arrest his Ruskie-Ass...Comrades!” 
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This is what | truly call fake news! 

Well, the creation of a storyline where | am arrested and 
thrown into an immigration, holding cell and deported 
out of Ukraine without getting to shop at the duty free 
store... 

You know, Seine wouldn’t do that to me...it must be that 
evil, step-son of Satan (Mister Chucky) who instigated 
this whole affair. 

How mean! 

How rude! 

Granted it would have made a more interesting tale and 
made for a better story than what | would have normally 
got but, it was still upsetting and troubling that the long 
knives would be drawn so early in the story. 

| might have been too cautious by then but that’s just me 
and this was my second solo trip which was noted by the 
nice lady in immigration who then went on to quiz me 
without stop for almost ten minutes as to why reason for 
coming back. 

“Are you working here?” 

“Do you have family here?” 

“Do you have a girlfriend here?” 

From what | have been told, these are the most standard 
questions asked by immigration officers here in Kiev as 
most western (and from a quick look around the arrival 
hall, more so, Asian Men traveling solo to Kiev these 
days) foreigners are here because Ukraine has gained the 


world whispered title of the “Mail Bride” capital of the 
world. 

| would have said that | was here to try my luck at the 
casino and win back what | had lost but, they closed all 
of them down back in about...| think it was 2009. 

Before 2009, gambling was legal and there were many 
casinos in all of the bigger cities and even the old, snooty 
guidebooks of those time mentioned them, but all of 
them are now closed. 

Sadly, it was a golden era literally ripped out of the arms 
of the young and old patrons who dreamed of making a 
killing and retiring down to a spacious, vacation dacha on 
the Black Sea. 

No one ever did...the odds were always loaded towards 
the house even worse than in Vegas...even the slots 
were rigged or at least it seems that the house had this 
nasty habit of declaring them to be malfunctioning 
whenever you tried to collect your jackpot and just like 

in Vegas, you were free to disagree with those big, casino 
security guards while they beat you in the back alley. 
Answering “NO” to all three questions got me a seat over 
at the immigration hold area couch — which was rather 
comfortable, a deeply cushioned couch of real leather... 

| was impressed and actually did appreciate the 
opportunity to stop, take a rest and just watch the world 
passing by as | waited to speak to a more senior officer 
about what the first immigration office thought was my 


unreasonable and unexplainable return to Kiev. 

The wait was starting to take a bit longer time that even 
my tired feet needed and | stared to feel uneasy due to 
the continued state of war that Ukraine was in even if it 
was faux war...you remember that term of the “Phony 
War” between France, England and Germany in 1938-39. 
Generally, passport check are done quickly and 
efficiently here at the airport. 

“| hold a valid passport with a valid visa to Ukraine and 
an amount of money/card to cover my expenses for my 
upcoming stay in Ukraine, as well as an address where | 
was gonna Stay, and finally, | had a return ticket.” 

| explained to the senior officer who you could tell was 
still undecided about the real reasons of my trip to Kiev. 
He was a nice sort of chap once the review of my 
passport showed no recent trips to Russia (he expressed 
a little displeasure that | had been to China and Korea on 
numerous occasions and asked me what | did when | was 
there) and he took the time to remind me (warn me, | 
think) that the country was at war and that spies were 
not treated very nicely and are many times shot. 
Smartly, | mentioned that | had met Senator John McCain 
and that it was his retelling of his time here that made 
me first want to come and see for myself. 

That was the golden ticket and from that point on, | was 
treated as a near V.I.P. and the rest of the immigration 
process was smooth as butter... 


In fact, we did a couple of selfies with him and the lady 
immigration officer (who said that she was so sorry for 
delaying me) to mark our meeting before | left. 

OK Campers...here is a valuable travel tip... 

If you are not of an advanced age and/or are not an 
American, please use the above with caution...the 
reason | mention this fact is because my young friend 
from India, who was just recently deported and banned 
from returning to Ukraine for five years for claiming 
kinship with Arizona’s Senior Senator and Ukraine Folk 
Hero. 

Ukrainian for thank you is “DYA-ku-yu” and | said that to 
every guard that | passed on my way out of the airport. 
Damn! | forgot duty free! 


“To truly feel the comfort 
of warmth one must 
freeze, and for one to find 
pleasurable comfort in the 
cold they must come from 
the sweltering heat.” 

Was the greeting that the 
old woman spoke as | sat 
down to share a park 
bench with her as | was 
bone tired and wasted 
from exploring the 
manifold juxtapositions of 


Kiev’s ideology of swinging between the extremes which 
is so baked into the psychology of Ukrainian people. 
There is a beauty and ugliness here but, the smiles are 
wide and which are many times thought to be real, 
honest to the fact that fate has sent you to this place, at 
this time to sit down on this park bench and to have an 
old, tired and battered woman with a face rigid, edged in 
marble as solid as the surrounding Soviet era 
architecture, frozen and locked into the implanted, 
glittering specs veined through the heart of the stone. 
WOW! 

Like utterly tubular! 

You must have assumed that | am, myself, battered and 
lost in my open channeling of Spice Girl Speak... 


| miss them! 

Do you remember? 

It was so long ago, they existed in a different time, a slice 
of time, it takes us back to a time when you could 
proudly confess to the truth that women were hot and 
the guys not were (with some exceptions here), back 
when you were not demented if you drank a lot while 
you opening dared to express that the service at the café 
is excellent or terrible without recourse, back to when it 
was OK that you were just getting by and that the only 
post-apocalyptically fortune telling of the coming age of 
darkness (in the Age of Iron) was as distant of a concept 
and then, it was so open to, we were open to seeing so 
many various opinions much like we did with the 
weather. 

As she spoke, | felt stale, it was so clear that | am truly 
stuck in these mystic and long forgotten, adrift in the 
buckaroos ways of that age, somewhat and seemingly, 
overly touristy in its nature but, sitting here (now) in the 
park, and | am just an old man dying on the vine, 
emotionally unstable, broken and cursed by my self- 
imposed lot in life. 

All of those feelings of optimism, the kinetic energy 
granted to us and mostly squandered by each of us when 
we were unknowing youth, all that | jokingly, openingly 
delude myself into believing now as truth, the 
fractionation(s) that | still hold so dear and sparingly 


share with only a select few; it is all stripped away at this 
moment in time and is scattered up upon the chill of an 
early autumn wind. 

| stare at the shabby, fractured alter of my sublet soul 
and as | focus closely to hear the cruelly mingled 
amongst the whispers, each taunting back to me., 
exposing me to be, that | am nothing but a phony, an 
outright fraud, a one-dimensional cartoon...a Willie 
Coyote strapped to a Acme Rocket already set to explode 
and yes... 

lam yet again doomed to never catch that evil, the 
mocking Roadrunner! 

| took an instant dislike to this old woman and got up 
and shuffled my weary bones further down the 
boulevard but, the uneasiness, the discomfort of the 
passing stares of the hurried, the late for work crowds 
troubles me and | understand... 

| truly do... 

James (our former, great guru) use to plead with me on 
how | should just let it go and not overact to the 
attention as if they were really trying to steal my soul... 
“They would have ripped it away from me with a 
mocking glee...” 

Instead, he bemoaned in utter frustration by the thick 
blinders covering and blocking all of his vain attempted 
to reason with me, reasoning, what there was of that 
small, that little bit of what actually remains of my 
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destitute soul — lost and squandered with all of its many 
subsectioned, its celiac subdivisions...that all together, it 
surely wasn’t worth their time or effort to take. 

The rational part of my mind understood this but, my 
ego's self-absorbedness with myself overtook sense and | 
started to panic and | more than understood that panic 
would turn to anger and after that, | was about to 
descend deep down into the bowls of open, nasty 
confrontation...which usually results in a long night in 
the local’s drunk tank...or worse... 

Then, the traffic light changed, the arrow turned green 
and | moved on with the passing traffic. 

For some reason, Kiev is seemingly filled, populated by 
an uncountable number of pharmacies, yuppie coffee 
houses filled with the children of hipsters and posers 
alike and cute little, mom and pop cafes which surround, 
engulf the concrete, the ragged tombstones left from the 
Soviet Era, these ancient monolithic pieces of 1950’s 
constructions have just barely outlived their Soviet 
Masters and which now set in a near state of crumbling, 
rendered to near abandonment of a lost age of 
confirmative group think and had been left near 
abandoned by the State to motley await a smart, some 
sharp real estate developer to arrive (are ya listening 
Donny?) and use his will power to overturn the city’s 
skyline into a brave, modern mode, to lift it up into a 
new age of modern, high rise towers, each hungrily 


replacing all of these scuttled, ancient tombstones of 
Communist Socialism (democratic socialism?) 

Sorry! 

That was a long way to go to get a dig in about the 
craziness that has overwhelmed the political fortunes of 
my long departed homeland. 

Someone (my lone, truthful reader and faithful book 
buyer from London recently sent me a quote from 
Margaret Thatcher...the original Iron Maiden...England’s 
improved and updated, gender equalized version of 
America’s Ronnie Reagan... 

Always liked her and still have a deeply felt sense of 
anger that | still carry after all these years over the way 
she was openingly betrayed by the long knives of the 
other Conservative Party Ministers...those who betrayed 
her in a desperate, in her political time of need and to all 
of those vote greedy, Labor Party Members who were so 
eager to dismantle her legacy only due to their wanton 
need to pander to the urban, greedy voters, those who 
wanted others to pay their bills while they lay about a 
collect state benefits... 

“I'll take another plastic nose job...please...Why, yes! | do 
have my National Health Card...” 

Anyway... 

He send me a kind reminder of her most outstanding 
and excellent quote that she used to explain socialism... 
“Socialism works well until you run out of other people’s 


money to pay for it...” 

Kiev reminds us, it very much does just that and so 
clearly illustrates the promises that socialism has broken, 
the city is a constant reminder of how the winds of time 
have flown over and buried the youthful dreams of the 
original Communist dreamers in a sea of generations of 
abusive, autocratic, oligarchic bureaucrats that seized 
control early on and then, gutted every last strand, every 
last vestige of utopian ideology that had once filled the 
streets and the soul of Kiev with the sweet, lost dream(s) 
of freedom. 

As with the changing skyline, it must be noted that the 
city’s younger generations have abandon much of the 
old guard mentalities and are in the process of raising up 
to raughting change the future and are very actively, 
they are imposing their will upon molding a new start, by 
the sheer weight of their ever increasing numbers, 
forcing generational change upon this ancient citadel by 
their embracement of the American House, Uber, crypto 
currencies and their openness to being a part of the 
world community...they want to be a player...a shaker... 
“Changing times and ways are part of our DNA!” 

Sadly, to everyone’s dismay, the old guard are not so 
willing to fade into the night and youth dreams of 
freedom are buried as collateral damage, the not so 
ambiguous drowning of a pathway to the future, 
swamped and stuck inside the criminal abuse of power 


generated by the fog of this current war. 

It is troubling to look out, here in Ukraine, as there are a 
swiftly growing rabble minority amongst the children of 
the old guard, that have been convinced, they have been 
brainwashed to truly believe that the future of their 
homeland lies buried in the unmarked graves of its past, 
to all of those who are seduced, they have gotten lost in 
the old folk tales of the Great War’s freedom fighters - 
who were so wrongly played and then so badly abused 
by the Nazis, the neo-Nazis and a few other, home grown 
groups that even the Nazis thought were too radical 
wicked for their tastes. 

The folk tales and legends of these long beleaguered 
souls are being cleverly repackaged, brilliantly marketed 
and sold to a growing segment of the youth of Ukraine as 
the solution and the protectorate of their homeland’s 
freedom. 

Hidden behind the flowered tales of national pride and 
personal courage, there is a vital realty that they 
promoters are purposely overlooking, avoiding or that 
they are out right dismissing as an evil Communist 
Conspiracy Story... 

What the promoters of the revival of the old Nationalist 
Unions fail to tell their youthful audiences, they fail to 
tell the is Paul Harvey’s “the rest of the story” and they 
fail to make clear, that the true, historic stories are more 
complicated, that each bites and leaves even a casual 


reader with the bitter taste of total defeat, the betrayal 
of both the nation and to its people. 

Granted the Nazis were slick and their propaganda 
machine was the finest of its age and Ukrainian were so 
desperate to welcome any white knight that rode to 
their recued them from the clutches of the famine, the 
massive murders in the civil war, the equally murderous 
nature forced, collective labor of their Communist 
Masters... 

When the German tanks rolled into Kiev, they gladly 
overlooked all of the early warning signs, disregarded the 
spider sense of danger and would not believe those who 
claimed that their liberators would, over a period of 
time, they would become far worse than their previous 
masters would have ever dreamed of being. 

The tragedy was that the Nazi Occupation was 
administered in large part by an army of more than 
willing Ukrainian participants (freedom fighters and 
people who were tricking into thinking that they could 
use the Nazis to further their own dream for an 
independent Ukraine), all local people who willing to 
impose crudities, worse than the Communists had, upon 
their own people as part of their plan to play the Nazis 
and ultimately win freedom for their homeland. 

In the end, it was a bad, cruel disaster of a joke and by 
the time they saw the writing upon the wall, it was far 
too late... 


When they discovered that it was them that was being 
played by the Nazis (and to their credit), they turned on 
and fought both the Nazi and Communist invaders but, 
in the end, out gunned and numbered, it would cost 
Ukraine so dearly in the outright butchery of its people, 
in all of the little (if any) of the remaining treasury the 
Nazis left behind and in the coming punishment of the 
entire nation as the evil traitors of the Soviet State (as 
they were) in those early post-war years and lasting in an 
Occupation of Reconstruction up into the late 1970-80’s. 
Watching a series of rallies, listening to the hypnic, 
rhythms of beating battle drums, viewing the winds 
pushing the blood oath banners of the Fascist Past 
against the gray, clouded sky and trying not block the 
cries that | remember all too well from the bear halls in 
pre-war Germany... 

They resonate, they have a sense of not love for country 
or its people but of the wild screams, the bitter anger to 
tear down, to lust for the destruction of all humane 
society in order to build their new order...a new world 
order...where they will be the new masters. 

After a few fleeting moments that flushed me all the way 
back to old Munich in a Maelstrom, a time warp back to 
the eerily familiar shouts, that of the amassed street 
thugs, the old school bullies that made up much of the 
SA Faithful; | am just as swiftly snapped back into the 
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current realty and it was then, | decided to push on as 
these new generation of the Faithful were not of a mind 
to listen to anything or anyone unless they were willing 
to swear a new allegiance to their view of the world and 
the coming new order. 

Each cadre member expressed that they ready to march 
and die for the absurd and abstract ideas of “Fascism” 
(Corporate Socialism) disquieted disguised as patriotism 
and love of their homeland... 

(Mussolini way back in the 1920’s was asked by a 
newspaper reporter to explain about this new political 
idea of Fascism, Mussolini paused for several, fleeting 
moments to think about a proper answer and then 
smiled as he explained that Fascism would be better 
understand if you thought of it as Corporate 
Socialism...and that is so true)... 

Think about it for more than just a random moment, 
think about the utter and sheer madness that these 
youngsters were so willing to serve up their very lives to 
a system that was solely designed to serve a political 
system that was meant for, produced by and was meant 
for the sole protection of the nation’s Multi-National 
Corporations, big businesses, elite, rich families and all of 
their willing minions of bureaucratic, elitists whom they 
have bought and paid so well to do their every bidding. 
It was a short walk up to Kreshatnik Street which is one 
of the most famous and most expensive street in Kiev. 


It is populated with many touristy shops, a wide range of 
restaurants, a metro station, even a small shopping 
center, a wide range of night clubs, and an open sea of 
kiosks selling all kinds of stuff, from coffee to ice cream 
to food to souvenirs. 

“Very loud, very crowded, very pathetic, very expensive.’ 
The expensive part just wipes me out and sours my lifted 
mood for further adventure, this due in large part to the 
fact that my entire life savings, | carry in the front 
pockets of my ragged jeans (real Wrangler Jeans knock- 
offs) and even worse, it was all change that jingles as | 
walk down Kreshatnik Street. 

The streets are busy, littered with a wide assortment of 
tourists from all across the world flaunting their semi- 
richness and | feel exposed for the poor, old man that | 
am. 1am but a stranger in a strange land...as Moses said. 
It is rather troubling and bothersome as there are too 
many street performers and merchants, each with the 
sole collective purpose of exploiting and scamming 
money out of the tourists’ pocketbooks. 

A couple of guys approach with doves (I believe they 
were really underfed pigeons) and the doves flew free 
and purposely landed upon each of my shoulders (seems 
that they had been trained to do so) which seemed 
rather friendly until one of the doves took a rather large 
dump on my new Safari jacket. 


) 


Upon this, these seemingly nice guys came rushing up 
towards me and started yelling, in rather poor English, 
something about how | am trying to steal their rare 
Persian Doves (in fact, according to “Yahoo” there are no 
doves in Iran...| later checked) and then, one said to the 
other that he should go fetch a policeman. 

This was an old time, an ancient variation of a 
shakedown, a well-played street hustle that | had not 
seen since | was a little kid out on the mean streets of 
Chicago. 

The mere fact, that this was such a golden oldie scam 
(had they not been so unskilled, unpleasant and rude by 
going too gangster too quickly), | might have tried to tip 
them just for the memory as | would have any good, 
street performer... 

| know what you are saying! 

Tip them...? 

Like, YA? 

| might have given them a couple of the miniature 
bottles of spirits that | liberated from my room’s mini-bar 
(hey...it is on WWWG’s dime not mine...thank you very 
much...) 

However, | decided to teach them a valuable lesion by 
beginning to walk on down the street while holding the 
bigger one of their pigeons by his feet as | walked away. 
You could sense their confusion, | had interrupted their 
con before they could properly launch it by grabbing the 


pigeon and walking off, down the street. 

Before they could ask me for money, before | would have 
refused and they would have escalated the situation by 
getting extremely loud, rude and then, they would surly 
end up chasing me down the street until | willingly gave 
them something... 

Before all this, | actually ran off with their bird... 

“Damn him...he is really stealing our bird!@#@” 

| heard the closer one shout to the one that was 
pretending to look for a policeman. 

After about 20 feet of sprinting down the crowded 
sidewalk...| took the bird and presented it to a passing 
local shopper while explaining that he was a very rare 
Persian Dove, how | could not take him back with me to 
America and before the local could complain or protest, | 
trust it into their arms and continued running down the 
sidewalk to the next corner and then, turned to watch 
the battle between the local and the two con men... 

| decide to leave as a real policeman came running to the 
scene of trouble. 

| turned the corner and quickly boarded the waiting bus 
for a semi-pleasant ride back to my hotel. 
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“Donbas” was the word 
that | least want to hear in 
any conversation little-a- 
lone this early in the 
morning after a long night 
of drinking cut-rate vodka, 
jet lag and the non- 
stopping, early morning 
banging upon the plywood 
door to my room. 

Donbas (which is 
pronounced similar to 
“dumb-ass” in proper 


English) and was a special city in the annuals of true 
detective magazine and the stand-a-lone winner in crime 
statistics for Ukraine. 

It was the drive-by and murder capital of the country 
and if there was one place where | could assure you that 
you were gonna be robbed, beaten or outright murdered 
without reason, it was Donbas. 

Today, (in the spirit of truth in advertising and not to be 
accused of fear porn, fake news) things have improved 
or at least, that is what | have been reassured of by the 
chatty desk clerk who cornered me last night with a 
desire to sell me one of his cousin’s “world famous” 
tours and even the shifty but, friendly bellhop up on my 


floor seemed happy to explain in better details... 

“These days, Donbas is a much more peaceful and it has 
become a friendly city ever since the revolution, where 
only if you refuse to pay your monthly donation(s) to 
local mafias... Sure, they will threaten you, your family 
and property but, a year ago, your car would be blown 
up being so anti-social and turning the crime boss away. 
Then again, seven years ago, whole families were killed 
off one by one for not making your monthly 
donation(s).” 

(1 have heard elsewhere from several sources that the 
insurance companies put an end to such wanton 
destruction and costly liability claims earlier this year...by 
refusing to pay on any claim in Donbas and it promptly 
stopped) 

Given all this, it was agreeable that these modern times 
seemed to be mellowing out the crime bosses and their 
willing, foot soldier minions or maybe it was just the fear 
of the loss of insurance which | can tell you from 
personal experience in the USA and elsewhere, 
insurance companies are the mafia’s best friends and 
insurance claims ranks amongst its most popular 
(profitable) revenue streams and the last thing you need 
is to piss off the insurance companies, have them 
packing up, leaving town and leaving you high-n-dry with 
a backlog of worthless properties both unrentable or 
saleable... 


Since its founding and charter in 1869, Donbas has been 
a wild place due in large part to its economy being 
centered on the transient industrial, mining labor and 
expansive prison populations that have historically flown 
into the region. 

“Every third man in the Donetsk region is in prison, has 
been in prison, or will be in prison.” 

With over 20 prisons in and around Donbas, the criminal 
bosses took advantage of the fact that all of these 
recently released prisoners were not in a hurry to leave 
the Donetsk region as like elsewhere, there was no place 
ready to welcome them home or offer them up a fresh 
start and there really was a lot of work in the illegal night 
clubs and casinos until the government saw fit to close 
them all down. 

With the nationwide shutdown of the casinos, the mafia 
bosses were at first hard pressed to maintain their 
revenue sources and their standard of living dropped 
noticeably, while they were forced to find new work for 
the ex-cons that they assembled as hungry and angry ex- 
cons were a danger to them also. 

With the expanding of protection and fire insurance 
rackets to the local merchants, associations and some 
say, to even the local government, profits were again on 
the uptick while not as profitable as the casinos had 
been, they did contribute to the maintaining of a happy 
and employed, criminal work force. 


It was the revolution and the mobilization of militias to 
feed the Faux War in the eastern provinces that seem to 
be a real Godsend to the economic recovery and the 
legitimizing of the mafia bosses and even many of their 
assembled minions. 

The war has made them legit, it has introduced them to 
the common sense concept, and they have had their 
own very “Road to Damascus” moment that Willie Sutton 
(a famous American Bank Robber) understood oh so 
well... 

“Go where the money is...” 

With the mafia’s most highly developed but, ruthless 
knack at accumulating power, by developing a local 
reputation for keeping order in small villages and towns 
that were being overrun by released convicts (many 
times sent in by the bosses to make trouble), Donbas 
saw its complete evolution from Ukraine’s industrial 
center to its center of bloodshed and drive-by murder. 
The other reason why “Donbas” is not a trivial 
conversation or a smart conversation to be having with 
front desk clerks, bellhops or in fact, anyone in Kiev is 
the mere fact of the YouTube videos posted from Donbas 
claiming kinship and support with the Russian-backed 
separatists. 

At least that is what Seine’s friend, the guy who had 
been banging on my hotel room door at this god awful 
hour of the early morning, explained to me amongst and 


intermingled with colorful verbiage and harsh terms and 
phrases of... 

“Dumb-ass!” 

“Stupid!” 

“You were talking to who?” 

Up to that point, | didn’t know. 

Sorry! 

“It isn’t like | soend a lot of time cruising YouTube for or 
just randomly searching for Donbas Separatist videos....” 
Now, he was planning on taking me up there as a favor 
to Seine and Seine’s concern that most of my stories are 
without any redeeming, readable excitement. 

It is all about book sales... 

How sad! 

Anyway, Yuri (Seine’s old friend from back in the Berlin 
Café days) was a retired Soviet Commander who had 
often frequented the café back in its heydays, in the late 
1940s and got along with Seine rather well. 

He was retired these days and given that his pension 
checks were very slow in coming from Moscow, | am sure 
that Seine knew he could use a payday and that | need a 
proper nanny to get me through this or in fact, get me 
through any assignment. 

So here we were and it was being so rudely explained to 
me in a combination of Russian and English words freely 
intermixed, He told me bluntly that the front desk clerk 
and most likely the bellhop who had been so 


knowledgeable about Donbas were stringers for the 
local, secret police and it was very lucky that | had been 
so dead, stinking (actual | probably was as | had not had 
a bath since leaving Singapore the other day) drunk last 
night or else, | would already be in jail or worse! 

Yuri explained that they had merely written me off as 
some drunk, sex seeking tourist but, they would come 
back fishing today, to test the waters anyway. 

Merely asking about such things like Donbas was more 
than cause to view me as a Spy or worse an adventure 
seeker...mercenary want-to-be... 

According to Yuri, there were more of them than you 
would imagine but luckily for Ukraine most were 
grandchildren of German Soldier (mainly children from 
former SS Soldiers) wanting to carry on their own 
private, family battle against the Soviets, assorted other 
Neo-Nazi Skinhead Punks and even some (a few) far- 
right wing, American Arian Brotherhood types...many of 
the ABs left when it was explained that there might only 
be a couple of thousand Jews still living in Ukraine and 
they lost their enthusiasm and booked flights home. 
“Good thing you didn’t fly in by way of Moscow or you 
would have already been pickup...” 

Enjoyed and learned a lot from our conversation as we 
made plans to get together on Thursday Evening to go to 
Donbas as he had friends there and it would seem some 


street cred although, he was not willing to offer up any 
details and | didn’t push him...figuring that the less | 
knew the less that | would be at risk. 

OK Campers! 

Here are some very special travel tips that | got from 
Yuri... 


Carry an airplane size bottle of vodka in your jacket 
pocket at all times. 

If you are being stopped (arrested/detained) open 
that bottle and pour it over your head and gargle the 
last drops as this will give you the appearance of 
being drunk...not a capital crime in Ukraine...just, at 
worse, an overnighter in their local drunk tank or a 
fine of whatever money you are carrying (never carry 
a lot of cash). 

Pretend to be very drunk — which will reinforce point 
“b” and get you off with a warning...remember, you 
are a drunk tourist...not a super spy...act that way! 
Don’t Offer but, hand over a generous tip to the local 
Police Widows and Orphans’ Fund by placing the bills 
(local currency only!) in the officer’s hand or pocket if 
he is wearing a jacket (Never touch a woman officer 
or her fellow offices will beat you to near death). 
Never mention Donbas nor the war. 

Learn Ukrainian phrases like “My mother is 
Ukrainian,” “Please don’t beat me!” and most 
importantly, “Please just take my money!” 


e Never leave the main tourist areas or better yet, 
never leave your hotel room...order room service but, 
don’t open your door until they leave. 

e Pay whatever to whoever is asking and then say, 
“Thank You” (in Ukrainian goes a long way). 

e fin Donbas or in other areas where the separatists 
are operating, NEVER admit to being an 
American...they are not popular as the American 
Government backs the Ukrainian Government. At 
best, they will cheat you, rob you or at worse, beat 
you, kidnap you or just dump your body in the city 
landfill. 

And...to think that just last month, | was so bitterly 

complain about the restraining order against me in the 

Beijing Airport or about being held in some small, 

deportation cell in some Fourth World Country or being 

offended by bad service in the hotel lounge...never 
before, was | really in the situation, like here in Eastern 

Ukraine, where | could be beaten, kidnapped and then 

buried in the city landfill for the sole reason of being an 

American. 

| am starting to really long for Beijing’s Airport and it’s 

$24 Starbucks’ Frappuccinos. 


IN ASMALL EASTERN 
UKRAINIAN VILLAGE MERE 
KILOMETERS AWAY FROM 
THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE 
FRONTIER... 

Without wasting a 
moment, he looked over to 
me and you could cut the 
fear in Yuri’s stone etched 
face, then | knew, old lady 
luck was stranded way out 
in Paris, Texas as always, on 
that, damn, broken down 
greyhound bus. 

“So...it’s On us?” 

| said with a smile. 

Yuri nodded and then there was a crash at the rear of 
the parrot bar and the pressure of the blast knocked us 
from our feet and backwards across the floor. 

| ended up tangled in the barstools and was slow in 
wanting to get up. 

Already Yuri was tugging on my jacket sleeve and in not 
so kind words, was encouraging me to stop laying-about 
and get my butt to the still visible door. 

Smoke was filling the bar quickly and mingled with the 
shouts and cries of wounded, seeking or pleading help 
or salvation. 


| was struck by the smell of gun powder mixed with fresh 
blood and the distasteful smell of roasting pork. For 
whatever reason, burning flesh smell all of barbecue or 
roasting pork. 

Another nudge on my arm got me up and swiftly towards 
the assumed safety of the light. Breaking through the 
struggling crowd that had the same idea about the safety 
of the door, he made it out into the blinding light of the 
mid-day light of what was already a very sunny day. 

A command in Ukrainian filtered through my daze and 
the general confusion of a mass of coughing stragglers to 
make it out of the parrot bar, at least under their own 
power. 

The distinct sound of a cocking AK-47 brought me to me 
senses. | had learned at an early age that | need to do 
whatever the guy with the AK-47 drawn on me wanted 
me to do...and that this point, it wasn’t worth the 
argument. 

Yuri had faded into the mingling crowd and was for all 
purposes gone. 

My thought has to his desertion cannot be put into 
proper words — at least not that can be repeated in nice 
company... 

So, | will just leave it there! 

More commands were being barked at me by the kid 
with the AK-47 but, since my Ukrainian was somewhat 
limited to my ability to order a drink or pick up some 


boozy chick, | nodded and as | started to explain that fact 
that his commands were lost on a guy who doesn’t speak 
the language. 

It would have been cool to the story if | could have 
sprung up and in fluent Ukrainian, made a pal of this kid 
and we would have drifted off with a couple of boozy, 
Ukrainian chicks. 

That would be a better story that would have sold many 
more copies of this story... But, my Ukrainian was totally 
of no help here as he didn’t seem to want to go have a 
drink and with the parrot bar engulfed into a ragging 
collapse, he had other things on mind other than boozy 
chicks with pretty smiles. 

Trucks had arrived and it was very clear that | would not 
be walking away from this little adventure so easily. 
Being unable to communicate in Ukrainian was 
becoming a big regret and one of those 

“| should have...could...have...had” moments when the 
universe repeats in a roaring chorus 

“What were you thinking?” 

Every language that | could have used to communicate 
(Russian, German or English) was a terrible handicap 
when dealing with young, frightened children in military 
uniforms and old, battered AK-47 — all of whom were 
looking for foreign devils that had leveled the town’s 
most popular parrot bar and killed many of their friends 
or families. 


It would have been like being able to only able to speak 
Arabic as the World Trade Towers were collapsing...you 
just know it wouldn’t have ended good. 

So, the smart thing was to play mute...it was an 
explosion and hurriedly started pointing to my ears. 
After a few minutes of my best Forest Gump gone deaf, 
the young solider motioned me into the back of the 
waiting army trucks and then, moved on to find the evil 
ones that had brought such pain to this little Ukrainian 
Village... 

The process of gathering up the survivors dragged on 
but, that gave me more time to get my wits back and the 
time | needed to survey the situation. 

There were 50-70 people that walked out of the bar 
before the fire made further rescue impossible and the 
screams of the dying made the situation much more dire 
for anyone that these kid soldiers didn’t know from the 
village to find out who had did this terrible deed. 

Was it Russian trying to provoke a fight? 

Was it some crazed German or American that lusted to 
force Ukraine into a shooting war with Russia? 

This was becoming a very hairy situation and | decided 
the best way not to get shot was to remain deaf — this 
was the best way to play this, at least until another 
opportunity presented itself. 

A quick look around the back of the truck was an 
assembly of a motley collection of scary faces and 
nationalities. 


There were about 20 of us in the back of the truck and 
each was doing the same thing that | was in surveying 
the scene and looking for an opportunity to make a 
break. 

There were several exceptions to my observations. 
There was the one still drunk German guy in the middle 
of the pack who was talking a mile-a-minute, filtering in 
and phrasing out in several different languages while 
trying to get someone to talk to. 

| had already dismissed him as he was way past drunk 
and no one on a mission would be that sloppy and his 
nerves were frayed beyond what would have been an 
act... 

There were a couple of big, moody Russian guys who just 
sat there and stared at the others from the back of the 
truck. 

They had to be thinking that it was going to be a short 
ride for each once the soldier kids discovered that they 
were Russian and not just strangers here in the village. 
Then, there was me and some old fat guy who was 
pleading that his mom was Ukrainian and that he had 
just stopped in to get a beer. 

At least there was a chance that his Ukrainian was much 
better than mine and in the end, the unit commander 
would cut him loose. 

Then, there was me. 

Ya! 


Me? 

What in the hell was | doing in this Eastern Ukrainian 
village not that far away from the Russian Frontier? 
What a piece of luck? 

On the eve of a massive Russian invasion and reclaiming 
of their breadbasket and securing their warm water 
ports, | am sitting in the biggest target for any Russian 
Militias trying to create an incident to spur the Russian 
war machine to attack, as they lay in wait just a few 
kilometers away from this village. 

| know why | was here but, it is not in my interest to 
share the details of the whys or even the how with you. 
Seems that everyone was spoiling to start this scrap with 
the Russian except these poor, scared kid soldiers that 
surrounded us and they had no illusion as to their fate 
against the military might of the Russian Empire. 

In the coming shooting war, these kids playing soldier 
will be swept aside with as much easy as an elephant 
swipes away a biting fly. 

Each of these kids understood that they were already 
written off and most of them would be dead by the 
dawn after the invasion. 

| wondered how many of these green, children of the 
short-lived democracy of a free Ukraine would actual 
stand and fight the entire military might of the Russian 
Empire knowing that it was a death sentence. 


| wondered if | would. 

Just in the middle of this thought, the truck rumbled to 
life and pulled out into the main road of the village 
heading to some point west. 

Over my shoulder, | caught a fleeting glimpse of that 
shadowy spirit that had pulled me out of the bar, he was 
hanging back in the tree line of the village’s little park 
and my thought cannot be printed and even if they were, 
all | knew was that | was screwed and the truck rumbled 
on. 
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IN A SMALL EASTERN 
UKRAINIAN VILLAGE MERE 
KILOMETERS AWAY FROM 
THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE 
FRONTIER... (PART #2) 
“WOKE UP IN THE MIDDLE 
OF A UKRANIAN 
FOREST...” 

Woke up and | was in the in 
the middle of the forest, 
face down in the leaves of 
a low ditch and for more 
than a few moments, 


| didn’t move. 
Was | dead? 
Was this a trick? 
What the hell had happened? 

Last thing that | clearly remember was the truck headed 
west where (I assumed) these kid soldiers were 
stationed and | remember the long thought process of 
“How and the hell was | gonna talk my way out of this 
mess...?” 

Luckily, | still had that American passport and the 
blessing of a tourist visa. 

Then, | looked over to the chatty but, still very drunk 
German and | figured that once we got off the truck, | 
would become his old drinking buddy. 


He wouldn’t remember his own self as drunk as he was. 
Seemed like a good plan as not even these kid soldiers 
would think that he was anything other another drunk 
tourist with the extremely bad luck to stumble into the 
parrot bar about to be wiped off the face of the earth. 
Then there was the fat American who claimed to have 
heritage of Ukraine blood in that his mother was 
Ukrainian. 

The plus side of befriending this guy is that he might feel 
some kinship to a fellow American. 

The downside is that he is awful scared and at this point, 
to save his skin, he would sell out his own mother. 

So, in retrospect of my decision, | decided that | would 
be better to hang in there with the drunk German. 

| remember that the ride was taking us through the back 
roads that didn’t feel right. 

Maybe, all of my planning was for not and we were being 
taken out to some forest pit where the locals dumped 
the bodies of what they called the anti-social and the 
disgruntled — which was local slang for Ethnic Russian 
Militias or bullyboys. 

The further that we went into the forest, the more 
reasonable my paranoia was becoming. 

“Shit! ?” 

That’s all that | could bring myself to mumble and the 
truck jumped up and down on the ruts in the road from 
the recent rains. 


He wouldn’t remember his own self as drunk as he was. 
Seemed like a good plan as not even these kid soldiers 
would think that he was anything other another drunk 
tourist with the extremely bad luck to stumble into the 
parrot bar about to be wiped off the face of the earth. 
Then there was the fat American who claimed to have 
heritage of Ukraine blood in that his mother was 
Ukrainian. 

The plus side of befriending this guy is that he might feel 
some kinship to a fellow American. 

The downside is that he is awful scared and at this point, 
to save his skin, he would sell out his own mother. 

So, in retrospect of my decision, | decided that | would 
be better to hang in there with the drunk German. 

| remember that the ride was taking us through the back 
roads that didn’t feel right. 

Maybe, all of my planning was for not and we were being 
taken out to some forest pit where the locals dumped 
the bodies of what they called the anti-social and the 
disgruntled — which was local slang for Ethnic Russian 
Militias or bullyboys. 

The further that we went into the forest, the more 
reasonable my paranoia was becoming. 

“Shit! ?” 

That’s all that | could bring myself to mumble and the 
truck jumped up and down on the ruts in the road from 
the recent rains. 


There was something strange about those two Russian 
guys at the front of the truck. There was something just 
off key and something was troubling me about these 
two. 

Their moody, angry stares were normal if you spent any 
time with the Ethic Russians in this part of the Ukraine. 
Having spent more than my share of recent visit in the 
company of such men, these two were off. 

| was having a hard time figuring out what was a miss. 
They seemed to be angered at each other and that was 
strange. 

The main and most heated part of their conversation 
was amongst themselves. 

They were occasionally loud enough for me to catch a 
word here and there. It must have been that which drew 
me into their conversation and the more | listened, the 
odder it was becoming. 

The conversation made no sense and the closest that | 
could recall, that | could relate it to the sad lament of 
men knowing that they were about to die. 

| had heard a similar conversation in Kandahar between 
two suicide bombers, from our friends in the Northern 
Alliance, who were waiting for some local Afghan Official 
that was really an agent for the Taliban to show up for 
the meeting that we had hastily arranged...money 
talks...even with Taliban Agents. 


Maybe that is why | tuned in and tried to listen closer to 
what they were chatting about. 

The truck hit a rather nasty rut and we all went flying 
about in the back of the truck. 

All | hear was a strained but fatalistic “NET!” and then, 
there was a bright flash... 

Finally, old lady luck had showed up and | leaped 
backwards out of the truck and | felt myself being tossed 
and rolling over into the roadside ditch. 

That is that last | remember before waking up face down 
in the sea of leaves. 

Still face down and to tell you the truth, | am in no hurry 
to get up and see what had happened. 

The leaves were a Safety blanket and | was not in any 
hurry to get up. 

Getting blown up twice in one day was a new record 
outside of several rather nasty firefights in the 
mountains up near the Pakistan Boarder but, that is 
another story and | was rather surprise to find myself no 
worse from the tear than to numerous aches and 
extremely brushed ego. 

A hundred yards farther up the rutted, forest road was 
the burning wreckage of the truck. 

It was a real mess as those Russian guys were sitting up 
against the petro tank when the explosion came. 

They had seemed strange and | was happy that they had 
caught my attention and that | had enough sense 


(my trainers in their later report would attribute it to my 
advanced training) to leap backwards out of the truck. 
The truth was that it was blind luck and just that. 

| was extremely slow in getting to my feet and even 
slower in trying to stagger forwards to get a better look 
at what | had missed. 

There was not much left of the others than pieces 
scattered about in a radius of 20 yards of the burning 
truck. 

As far as | could tell, | was the only one who had 
survived. 

Then | heard a scream over to the left of the road anda 
muted, tired plea for help from the tall grass on the 
other side of the road. 

There was not much that | could do for either as they 
were too far gone for what little first aid that | had 
learned in the service. 

It was pointless and | understood that the longer that | 
stood around befriending these, already, dead man was 
dangerous to my own health. 

It was just a matter of time before a patrol would be sent 
and if | wanted to live, then, | needed to be moving out 
into the woods. 

The question now is which way, do | go? 

Can’t go back unless | had some death wish and 
remember what little Ukrainian that | sooke would 
ensure and seal my faith. 


Having survived twice, | was in no mood to want to test 
fate any more than | had stretched the survival envelop 
as far as | dared and it was more than clear that | had 
already cast off many of my nine cat lives just to get this 
far, today. 

Over at the tree line, | saw a shadow and | immediately 
hit the ground but, then | heard a familiar voice, the 
voice was that of Yuri... 

remember Yuri? 

He alone tried to pull me out of the burning parrot bar. 
The voice called for me to quit laying-about and get the 
hell out of the road as there was a patrol about a half-of- 
a-kilometer down the road and that we had to leave 
now. 


IN A SMALL EASTERN 
UKRAINIAN VILLAGE MERE 
KILOMETERS AWAY FROM 
THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE 
FRONTIER... (PART #3) 
This forest is full of, it is 
overrun by ghosts of many 
wars and to its distinction, 
the ghosts are stacked 
layer deeps from the time 
of Napoleon onwards 
through the World War to 
the bloody revolution 


where the Reds fought violently off a surprise attack by 
contingent of the White, loyalist Army marching up 
from the Crimea. 

World War Two added the greatest body count and the 
forest is overflowing with the demon spirits of SS Shock 
Troops that used the forest as a killing field for the 
undesirables to the new world order. 

Since then the Soviets and now the Ukrainians have 
used it as a dumping ground — why not a few new spirits 
to liven up the forest. 

So it may be fitting that | found myself with a traveling 
spirit, a low rent cousin to old lady luck who has the 
nasty habit of showing up almost after the fact. 


But, here we were in the twilight of the day trying to put 
some distance between ourselves and the burning 
wreckage of the truck. 

| am not sure that they will track us out into the dark 
forest this late in the day because Ukrainians of all sorts 
believe in the ghosts that haunt the moonless nights of 
the forest’s thick canapé. 

Hopefully, they will not try to count bodies and will 
return to their base with the sad news of the driver and 
guards, those young, kid soldiers who won't be returning 
home tonight. 

“But, it is getting dark...” 

| told Yuri who looked angry to be wasting so much time 
with me. 

Truly, this is not a forest that one want’s to transverse 
late into a moonless night, as this forest is also haunted 
by live militia or packs of bullyboys playing militia, which, 
in either case | could do without. 

So it was important to find a safe refugee to hold up in 
until tomorrow’s dawn. 

With tomorrow’s dawn, we would be more rested and 
able to figure out a way across the frontier without 
having to trouble with paranoia of war that was eating 
people (on both sided) alive with anxiety and itchy 
trigger fingers towards strangers. 

My mission was to find one of the many caves that 
would give us some protection from the evening mist 


and it did smell like rain again. 

The whole region was entrenched with fortified bunkers 
and dug caves by the German SS troops that had been 
ordered to hold this region to the last man and those SS 
Boys were just crazy enough to have done that. 

Dig into the forest’s soil to any depth and you will find 
their plentiful artifacts and the almost still moist bones 
that served testament to their craziness. 

Just the other day, | had meet two brothers who made a 
good living in military antiques and E-Bay (REALLY!) 
selling what they dug up out here in this forest. 

They had shown me their expanded warehouse and it 
was, indeed, very impressive and complete. 

They were a little crazy themselves and livid with tales of 
ghosts and demons that haunted these woods. 

| am starting to wonder if | am not already a ghost myself 
as how could | have survived two such close calls and 
maybe, | am now just another crazy spirit who doesn’t 
have the smarts to realize that | am already dead? 

“Up ahead!” 

Yuri called over his shoulder with turning his head to see 
if | was still trailing him up the path and towards a series 
of manmade caves. 

They looked like they had been used by neither animal 
nor human in the recent presence. This was a good thing 
as the last thing that | needed was to stumble in ona 
group of sleeping bears or worse yet, sleeping militias. 


The caves were far enough off the path that they gave us 
some cover and line-of-sight protection because they 
were elevated up into the cliff at the bend of the trail. 
They appeared old and battered so | assumed that these 
were caves of good picking for the two brothers. 

Nice guys, it would have be good to have them along on 
this adventure but, they were back in town looking at 
the ruined remains of their favorite watering hole and | 
could just see them cursing that evil American or 
whoever burn the place to the ground. 

Knowing the brothers and many of the likeminded 
people of the village, they would have set up a roaring 
wake of a party that would put even the best New 
Orleans’ wake to shame as they wished the dead souls a 
safe trip to heaven. 

| knew that it would be a party of the decade, maybe the 
century as Ukrainians like their Russian cousins 
understood the deep, inner meanings of the human 
need to party and this is what makes them fun to be 
around. Back to my cave in the forest overrun by mean, 
foul SS Ghosts who fought to the last man to defend this 
cave that | now set. 

Even when they were alive they were never any fun and | 
believe that part of the reason for their failure was that 
Jesuit-like, single minded approach to their cause and 
mission that had been engrained in them but the NAZI 
War Machine. 


My immediate need was to be water as dehydration was 
overcoming me and with it the powers of rational 
thought was fading fast as was presented by my over 
occupation with the ghost stores of this forest. 

The bad thing about an unoccupied cave is the lack of 
materials that could be used to collect the rain waters as 
the sky opened up with a gully making downpour. 

My first instinct (due to my lack of rational thoughts) was 
to use my jacket as a basin to collect the water before 
the rain stopped. 

Luckily, | still had Yuri to shake his head and to remind 
me about how cold it would be after the rains stopped. 
After a further rethinking, | took my wool undershirt (as 
it had been chilly when | left for the parrot bar) and 
rigged it to collect enough water to help me regain my 
senses as | knew that | would strain them to the extreme 
in my effort to get back to the safety of any international 
airport and a flight back home. 

No fire as the last thing that | really wanted right now 
was visitors. 

So, we huddled back in the cave away from the 
splattering of rain and the chilly licks of the evening mist 
that replaced the rains after midnight. | assume it was 
after midnight has my watch had been lost to war booty 
before | got on the truck earlier today. 

The cruel joke on that kid soldier, who was seeking a 
payday or a souvenir when he wrangled the Rolex off my 


wrist, was that it was a fake. 

Now, it was a good fake as there are three stages of fakes 
with Rolex watches. 

The Hong Kong and Taiwan version were very clearly 
cheap Timex watches with a Rolex faceplate. They were 
easy to spot as the second hand ticked instead of 
sweeping like a real Rolex. 

Now, mine you that what | had was a Japanese Rolex and 
the story was that some very enterprising young 
Japanese bought the blue prints for the Rolex and had 
set up a factory in Thailand (quality labor at a bargain 
price and better still, no questions ask by local 
authorities) where they manufactured a product that 
even fooled people who repaired Rolex watches for a 
living. 

| know that this is true because, | tested this by taking my 
watch into a jeweler’s to get it serviced and cleaned. 
Rolex is a very high end and expensive watch. 

The places that sell and service them are very high end 
also. 

As | do not dress nor look like a guy who should be 
wearing a $10K watch, there were a lot of questioning as 
to where | got the watch as many are stolen because of 
their high value. 

| told the jeweler that it was my grandfather’s and | 
wanted to resize it to fit me and to get it serviced. 

The jeweler left it at that. 


He was very much still treating it as the real thing until 
he popped the back case and looked closer and then he 
got the joke and started to laugh even though the joke 
had been on him. 

The difference was that a real Rolex has serial numbers 
embedded on each little part within the movement and 
mine had none. 

Now, | thought that was a good story and a suitable way 
to pass the time until the dawn but, | lost Yuri to sleep 
rather early on into the story. 

| continued the story for my own benefit as | knew that 
telling the story was keeping me awake and it was much 
better to be thinking about my lost, fake Rolex than to be 
sitting around looking for ghosts. 

Late into the night, | humored myself with grand tales of 
adventure to avoid having to worry about how | was 
going to get across the frontier and the safety of a flight 
home. 

About 2-3 AM, | drifted off to sleep and | sleep handily 
into the next morning only to get rousted by the sound 
of Yuri suggesting that | wake up...but, he didn’t use 
those words nor in such a gentile way... 


IN A SMALL EASTERN 
UKRAINIAN VILLAGE MERE 
KILOMETERS AWAY FROM 
THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE 
FRONTIER... (PART #4) 
Separatists? 

Fascists? 

Disguised Russian Special 
Forces? 

| have multiplied theories 
to explain who exactly 
these armed men were, 
those who had wrested — ss 


control of this part of eastern Ukraine and successfully 
cutting off our escape... 

All the while Yuri was telling me to keep my thoughts to 
myself as | was very boring person but mostly, as a voice 
carries a long way out here in the forest and he would 
like to live long enough to tell a happy ending to this tale. 
Yuri explained... 

“Very likely, with the declaration of martial law in the 
region was an open license to shoot first and since there 
was no need to ask any questions in war, there wasn’t 
even any pressing need to burry us any more than my 
generation had to burry dead SS Troops, either.” 
Seemingly, in mid-sentence, Yuri and | both fell flat, face 


down on to the wet, frost covered grass, as we heard 
shooting echoing from just outside of our clearing. 

Due to his extinct and my ability to assimilate...to very 
quickly adapt a “monkey-see-monkey” mindset, we 
stayed put due to the real fear that stray AK-47 bullets 
would come flying into the clearing. 

The thought of dying out here really pissed me off as this 
was not my fight, | had no skin in this game and was here 
only because it was a good excuse to go and to drink 
vodka on WWWG’s expense account...not die out here in 
a wet field, in a random, Ukrainian battlefield and be left 
to rot away like all of the previous misfortunates whose 
bones we had discovered lying about in and around last 
night’s cave accommodations. 

We did not move for quite a while even though the 
wetness and cold of the grasses started to be 
uncomfortable as our clothes were again drenched in 
dew and | assume more than a little sweat. 

| heard what you were thinking...and to be truthful... 

No! Not pee! 

Thank you very kindly! 

| was, in fact, much too scared and my mind was way too 
focused on not dying here to focus on the fact that | did 
really need to pee. 

Yuri finally said in a low voice that we should be OK 
because they were not firing at us. 

Yuri assured me that had they been, we would both 


already be long dead and that | should stop complaining 
to him about my wet clothes. 

Yuri truly seemed to be a most patient man, | assume 
that he learned all this from the ages he spent in combat 
during his unit’s march from the tank barricades of 
Moscow, all the way through the streets of Berlin and 
being in harm’s way each step of the way and | must 
admit that | have been told that | have a God given talent 
to test most people’s temperament...patience and their 
basic, homicidal tendencies 

All the while up to this point, he had done his best to 
bite his tongue but, even Yuri had his breaking point and 
out of sheer frustration, he told me rather bluntly, 
without a stutter, that my voice reminded him of a 
whinny little girl mixed with the madding mumble which 
in many ways reminded him of his punch-drunk, boxer 
uncle — who was shot by the KGB for being so damn 
annoying. 

“We are not out here for a friendly gulyat...” 

(The word he uses for going for a walk, "gulyat", means 
to wander around, but it can mean variously "wander 
around hopelessly" or to the young generation to "hang 
out"). 

Wandering about as we were, lost out here in these 
borderlands of the war that now seemed much more 
real than the Faux War that we had conversed so 
conventionally about back there in Kiev and for at least 


the time being, there seemed to be no easy way of 
getting back home or even in determining who was 
friend or who was foe...which made everyone dangerous 
and to be avoided. 

Back on the trail headed North-east towards a potted 
and war littered roadway, up ahead was a metal 
silhouette of a road sign dotted with random bullet holes 
as if we needed to be convinced that this war was real. 
Yuri warned that it would be much better to stay in the 
shadows of the forest rather than take the direct path up 
to the static trenches and armed positions (that almost 
recalls World War |) as we, must really need to fear 
sniper fire, mines and the cracking boom of the 
beginning of another heavy artillery maelstrom. 

“Isn't there an intermittent cease-fire?” 

Without taking his eyes off the roadway, Yuri explained 
that it was this thinking that accounted for most of the 
death toll out here in the Borderlands as cease-fires 
disintegrate with... 

“One fool walking down the highway or up to a passing 
patrol because he was stupid enough to think that this 
war was being fought by western rules of engagement...” 
And he added as almost an after-thought... 

“Do you really wish to die?” 

We took back to the forest and pushed on, forwards. 


At Day Trip Tours, we 
can turn simple 
sightseeing into an 
artistic, bold 
adventures at a most 
reasonable rate... 
Simple vacations at 
Disneyland can be 
quickly turned into a 
spy, maybe a murder 
mystery...adventure? 
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